"Couldn't you have found a better piece
of paper?" "Where are all the signatures?*'

When a letter arrived from Italy every
colonist wanted to hold it for a minute, to
marvel over the fact that Gorky himself had
written the address on the envelope, and to
cast a critical eye over the portrait of the
king on the stamp.

"How can they stand it so long, those Ital-
ians? What's the use of a king?"

Only I was permitted to open the letter
and I had to read it aloud once or twice before
it could be handed to the secretary of the
Commanders' Council and read by admirers
to their hearts' content, while Lapot imposed
the sole condition:

"Don't pass your fingers under the words.
You've got eyes, you can read without your
fingers."

The boys derived a whole philosophy of
life from every line of Gorky's, all the more
convincing since the lines themselves admit-
ted of not the slightest doubt. A book was
quite another matter. One could argue about
a book, one could denounce a book if it said
what \vas not right. But this was no book, this
w^as a real live letter from Maxim Gorky him-
self.

At first, the boys regarded Gorky with an
almost religious veneration, considering him
a creature superior to all others, and the idea
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